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Original Poetry. 



[A^g. 



The merchant now retires from strife, 
Into the presence of his nife, 
And hopes to enjoy a qmer life 

On Saturday night. 

Butcbildien roar with all their might. 
For this you know is washing night, 
And they must kick and twist and fight 
On Satuiddy night. 

Batsweet is our sleep of a Satuiday night. 

When all nature so tned is at lest. 

And sweetei the beams of the niornmg 

light. 
When cessation fromlaboui'sconfest. 

E. 

ADDRESS TO GLUTTONS. 
Cheer up gluttons, fill your bellies, 

Goimdndue whole pounds of meat, 
Hevei fiddle o'en yourjeilies. 

But substantial viands eat. 
Evnry waistcoat quick unbutton. 

See the enemies advance, 
Chaige the turtle, beef and iputton. 

Point the culinary lance. 

BraaiJisb, boys, your knives and forks all. 

As yon would in war the spear. 
Bloat your paunches like a loot ball, 

Eail and grease from ear to ear. 
Still, let «s ab'hor the niotto 

" iPa'icawfCo" — damping words. 
Bat good roast beef, piping hot oh ! 

Spiead»& plenty o'er your boaids. 
JSeetbe surloin <-ichty smoakmg, 

Maik thegiavy how it spims:s, 
MaU-otitents forbear youi croaking, 

Feait like aldermen or kings. 
Prom the store-hoase bnsk and mellow. 

Quick, the port, and claret bring ; 
Through our spacious hall we'll bellow, 

" He\e*s a health to George our king." 
Whilst we're gorging without measure, 

Heai our greasy chairman cry, 
" Eating iss'iifimest fleasine, 

" While we eat, — we'll never die." 



TO A FRIKND W«0 PRESENTED HER WITK 
MOORe'S IRISH MELODIES J 

jSjT a young Lady. 

To you who taught my heart to knoiy 
The lyric chaijns tbatbiightlv glow. 
And save my eountiy's rescued lay 
jftoin dark oblivion's Gothic sway; 
My grateftil thanks in feeble sons, 
Jbough weak the strain I'd fain prolong 5 
How swelled my soul with laptute new, 
As'uiemoiy then tecdjled to yiew 
The Bards that in illustrious line 
iiavewaken'd Erin's harp divine! 
1 saw them rise in awful state 
Her loys, berw6es to celebrate. 
They looked, they moved to fancy's eye 
Jn sw'eetcot pomp of Mmstielsy, 
Ani ' St thpse days when eist the bard 



Was honour's tutor, virtue's guard j 
When his applause, with rapture fraaght. 
Bright virgins, monarchs, heroes sought. 
Yet though his voice no longer calls 
Through Tara's or Kinkera's halls. 
Yet, tho' he cease through lErin's vales. 
Soft breathing, gently mournful tales, 
His sweet romafltic themes to pour. 
Of loves, of glories now no more; 
May not her bards, ber ancient pride. 
Now viewless o'er her fate preside ? 
Those souls that music's springs conl4 

move. 
Now tnned to harmony above. 
May mark her their peculiar care. 
And build their joys their soriows ther«j 
And as in azure vapours lost 
Sublime they hover o'ei bei coast. 
May oft avert the threat'ning blow. 
That frowns to lay ber beauties low ; 
Oi when their guardian efforts fail 
Their soft haips resting on the gale 
In strains of moie than mortal sound. 
May shed a holy calm aiound. 
May bid hei bleeding soriows cease. 
And soothe hermurm' ing sons to peace. 
'Tis then that oft their pitying tear. 
Falls trembling thro' her humid sphere, 
In pearly drops below is seen. 
And decks her vales with biighter greea. 
Such fancy's vision8,wben I view 
The balds that once my country knew j 
And chief of all thy tuneful train, 
O born tbe-prmoeof song to reign. 
Then Carolan whose mortal sight 
Was but obscured, that stionger light 
Concentered in thy glowing soul. 
Might thence blaze forth without controu), 
Who from thy harp exhaustless diew 
Conceptions ravishing as new. 
There as Some proud enchanter's wand 
By turns each spirit can command. 
And raise at every magic sweep, 
Entranced delight, or anguish deep. 
'Tis sweet those native strains to hear. 
But sweeter to the raptui ed ear. 
When poetry her aid unites. 
And adds to music's soft delights , 
When Moore his patriot genius bums. 
To pour the verse where feeling tnins 
Whose numbers with impassioned cnurso 
To music's powers an added force 
With sympathy respondent gives, 
Till every note expressive lives. 
Whate'ei the theme, ot sad or gay, 
He follows the melodious lay, 
And Erin's harp no more leprest. 
Shines forth w modern beauties drest* 
Sweet music, sweeter poetry. 
Twin sisters, ever thus agree, 
Cuited, fairer each appears. 
And each the other's beauties shares. 
Then if a dearer joy be mine. 
Than thus tojee your charms combine, 
'Tis that those powers united smilQ 
"^n celebxate ms native Isle, X,, 



